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(TREN! GODS 
PROTECT US... 
IT...IT'S 

HORRIBLE!> 


~ (WHAT IS IT, ~ 
CHANDA? WHAT'S 

HAPPENING?!> 


(HE'S DEAD, TREN! 
OUR MOST FEARSOME 
WARLORD...HE'S 

, DEAD/} a 


(I...I TOOK 1 
THIS FROM ONE OF 
HIS BODYGUARDS! 
THEY'RE ALL DEAD 
k T00!> A 
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<CHANDA!> 


Wm <YAGH! NO! 

P-PUASB...!> 


<D0 YOU 
KNOW— WHO 
I AM ?!> 

















(Y-YOU... ~ 
YOU ARE YING 
KO-..TH-THE 

SHADOW OF 
DOOM/} . 


r <M-MY ^ 

COUSIN. HE...HE WAS 
A GOOD BOY..-BUTA 
WEAK AND RECKLESS 

. MAN.} j 




r (ALWAYS TOO 1 
IMPRESSED BY THE 
WRONG KIND OF 
PEOPLE-CHASING 
AFTER MONEY 
K AND VICE.} A 



















r (F-FEW ^ 
HAVE SEEN HIM BUT 
ALL-HAVE FELT HIS 
. PRESENCE.} 


(H-HE HELD THE 
WARLORD, KAI-PANG, I 
SOME SORT OF THRALL. 

S-SUBJECT TO HIS 
k EVERY WHIM.> 


Y <H-HIS ^4 

7 APPETITES WERE ' 

ENORMOUS! ESPECIALLY 
FOR WOMEN. E-EVEN MY 
. SISTER WAS FORCED TO . 
\ SERVICE HIM.} A 


* <THE ~ 

VILLAGERS CALLED 
HIM...THE WHITE 
k TIGER!} . 


V (KAI-PANG'S ^ 
MEN...ESCORTED HIM 
SOUTH, TO THE COAST... 

WHERE KAI-PANG'S 
SMUGGLERS OPERATE 
k MANY SHIPS.} a 


7 (NO GIRL HAS 7 
BEEN SUMMONED 
FOR HIS PLEASURE 
k SINCE THEN.} j 


(YOU KNOW OF 
THE ONE I SEEK— 
A WESTERNER! 
THE WARLORD'S 
"GUEST",} 


(HE 

HAS LINGERED 
HERE MANY 
MONTHS...} 














New YORK CITY. 


TUB IMPETUS FOR HIS RETURNING 
TO AMERICA ALSO SET OFF A SORT 

OF PSYCHIC ALARM. 


IT WAS A PLAGUE 
THAT HIS SHADOW 
COULDN'T IGNORE. 


“AND MY CLAIRVOYANCE IS 
MERELY MODEST," HE CLAIMED. 
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M AN UNDENIABLE PREMONITION THAT THE Bj 
S UNITED STATES WOULD BECOME THE NEXUS 
■ FOR A TIDAL WAVE OF CRIMINAL ACTIVITY. ■ 






































THAT'S T BEEN ABROAD 1 
QUITE A BIT OF , FOR SOME TIME, 

. GEAR, SIR. 1 HAVE YA? J 


~ I HAVE YOU T 
DOWN FOR SBVBN 
TRUNKS, THAT 
k RIGHT, SIR? i 


YES. PLEASE HAVE 
THEM DELIVERED TO 
MY NEW JERSEY 
V ESTATE. J 


r LONGER 
THAN I EVER 
. IMAGINED... 


MILLIONS' 


"BLACK 
TUBSDAY" 
SPREADS 
PANICi 
EXTRY! . 


f IT'S NOT \ 

f EXTRY! 

/ THE SAME AS \ 
WHEN I LEFT. 

1 EXTRY! STOCK 1 

\ BUT, THEN / 

I MARKET I 

\ AGAIN... / 

1 CRASH LOSES 1 

















































AND READERS 
LOVE TO HEAR ABOUT 
VISITING ROYALTY! 
STIRS THEIR SENSE OF 
v ADVENTURE' y 


SAY NOW—I'M 
NO TOURIST—I'M 

v REPORTER! 


r EXCUSE 1 

ME, SIR! HAS THE 
DUKE OF NORFOLK 
DISEMBARKED 
V YET? J 


r AHHH..J Y'GOTTA 1 
CHECK WITH THE 
HEAD STEWARD 
v FOR DAT. j 


T A'RIGHT THEN, T 
M'FINE FELLAS. 
HOPE YER BACKS 
ARE IN STRONG , 
L SHAPE! A 


' BUT HE ~ 

AINT TOO FOND O' 
STARSTRUCK 
SIGHTSEERS, 

L BOYO. i 


I GOT THESE 
SEVEN TRUNKS 
GOIN'TO LAMONT 
CRANSTON'S 
v ESTATE. 


CRANSTONf! 
THE MILLIONAIRE 
AND BIG GAME 
HUNTER? . 


THE ADDRESS 
IS ON THIS 
MANIFEST. 


' THAT'S EVEN ' 
BETTER THRU 
i A DUKE! i 





























SO...THAT'S 
IT THEN? 


YOU'RE TOSSING 
ME OFF WITHOUT 
A PARACHUTE? 


r HEY... ~ 
Y'GOT NO REASON 
TO COMPLAIN! IT 
WAS FUN WHILE IT 
LASTED, DOLL. 


IT DIDN'T TAKE ANY 
SIXTH SENSE TO SEE 
MY IMMEDIATE FUTURE. 


I KNEW THE SIGNS, 
THAT TONE, ONLY 
ALL TOO WELL. 


OH, POURING 
ON THE SWEET STUFF 
NOW? CAREFUL...I 
MIGHT SWOON/ . 


r YER PROBLEM T 
IS YOU'RE TOO HIGH 
AN' MIGHTY, BABY. 
CHAMPAGNE TASTES 
AND PARK AVENUE 
v ADDRESSES! j 




















































~ SO...FEEL " 
BETTER AFTER 
A LITTLE 
v *?£/?? > 


T AAAAHH... T 
DON'T KNOW HOW 
T PUT UP WITH THAT 
UPPY DANTE FOR 
K SO LONG! A 


DRIVES ME 

CRAZY..'. 


r DONT i 
I KNOW IT! LIKE 
SHACKIN' UP WITH 
THE FREAKIN' QUEEN 
. OF ENGLAND! 


CHRIST! 1 
GIVES...GIVES 
ME SUCH A 
. HEADACHE— , 


m$£pp£... 

MASWPErfl. 


H££££P„ 

mte.. 
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' YO, JOE! ' 
YOU...OK4K?/ 
WHATTH—?! , 


Y-YEAH... r'/M 
OKAY! WHATRE 
YOU TWO MUGS 
YAPPIN' ABOUT?! 

V CHRIST! A 


r YES! 1 

Y-YES... AS YOU 
COMMAND! 

. I...I WILL- . 


OKAY, BOSS! OKAY... 

jeez-louise! 


fit ofitP 

m uMuty cmtPPtN... 
you must MHe fiM 
UHPtf /PM. SUsPUuUut 

fim.-.sy *Hy MMfo 
Htct$s$s$tfy... 













"SO, YOU SEE...I WAS HOPING 



THAT MR. CRANSTON MIGHT 
BE WILLING TO SHARE SOME 
OF HIS TRAVEL TALES WITH 
OUR READERS." 


"I'M AFRAID NOT, 
YOUNG MAN." 


r BUT IF ~ 
X MIGHT BE ABLE 
TO PLEAD MY CASE 
WITH MR. CRANSTON 

t DIRECTLY ? 


AHHH, 

WHAT'S A GUY 
GOTTA DO...? 


YOU SEE, ^ 
READERS REALLY 
ENJOY A GOOD THRILL, 
MR ...AHHH, I’M AFRAID 
I DIDN'T GET YOUR , 
NAME? A 


RICHARDS. 


WELL THEN, 

MR. RICHARDS, I’M 
SURE YOU CAN SEE 
THAT- / 


MR. CRANSTON N 
IS A VERY BUSY 
MAN, YOUNG SIR. 
HE'S ALSO A MAN 
WHO VALUES HIS 
. PRIVACY. a 


Y I'M QUITE >1 

' CERTAIN THAT HE'D 
HAVE NO INTERESTS 
SEEING HIS LIFE SPLAYED 
ACROSS THE PAGES OF 
, SOME LURID PULP , 
K TABLOID! A 


SAY, NOW 
HERE'S 
A LIKELIER 
SOURCE... 
I HOPE. 


HELLO? 

HELLO 

THERE... 

MISS? 



























SO...WHAT’S IT ' 
LIKE HAVING THE 
FAMILY SCION 
BACK HOME 
L AGAIN? A 


' OH! AND ' 
JUST WHO ARE 
, YOU?! , 


r I WOULDN’T KNOW. 1 
I WAS ONLY HIRED TWO 
WEEKS AGO. THEY NEEDED 
EXTRA HELP TO GET THE 
PLACE READY AFTER 
V HIS RETURN. A 


r I'M FROM THE, ^ 
UH. SOCIAL REGISTRY! 
I'M DOING SOME RESEARCH 
ON THE CRANSTON FAMILY 
k LINE. A 


f I MEAN, HE T 
JUST SHOWED UP 
WITHOUT ANY NOTICE! 
PLACE HAD BEEN 
ALL BUT EMPTY 
L FOR YEARS! A 


r IT'S ~ 
OKAY.. .RICHARDS 
SAID I COULD TALK 
k TO THE STAFF! j 


HE GLIDES AROUND THE HOUSE LIKE...LIKE A GHOST! MSI 
SORT OF APPEARS AND THEN—LIKE THAT— HE'S GONE AGAIN! IN 
FACT, I HEARD SOME OF THE ELDER STAFF SAYING HE'S NOT LIKE 
HIMSELF AT ALL! LIKE...SOMETHING CHANGED 
WHILE HE WAS GONE! 


r MUST BE EXCITING, 1 
THOUGH? I'M SURE MR. CRANSTON'S 
. JUST FULL OF STORIES ABOUT HIS i 
L ADVENTURES ABROAD... J 


r NOT A BIT OF IT! T 
HE BARELY SPEAKS 
A WORD. IN FACT, I’VE 
ALMOST NEVER 

L SEEN HIM! j 


HE SLEEPS 
ALL DAY AND 
STAYS OUT 'TIL 
.ALL HOURS! j 


•NOT LIKE 
HIMSELF"?! 


T SOUNDS LIKE 
THERE REALLY 
IS A STORY 
L HERE! J 


~ OOOH... ’ 
LISTEN TO ME 
GOING ON! j 


~ MAMA ^ 

ALWAYS SAID I 
WAS "VACCINATED 
WITH A VICTROLA 
L NEEDLE"! i 


WELL... 
THANKS FOR 
YOUR HELP, 

. MISS! 


































IN THOSE EARLIEST DAYS OF THE DEPRESSION, 
PEOPLE CONTINUED THEIR LAVISH WAYS IN UTTER 
IGNORANCE OF THE DARK TIMES AHEAD. 


“I DON’T CARE 
tV/MV THOSE SILLY 
ECONOMISTS SAY... 


I COULD HAVE TOLD THEM... 
BUT WHO WOULD LISTEN? 


f YESSSS, > 

SO LONG AS WE 
DON'T GET RAIDED 
TONIGHT..-EH, 

V RA LPH? a 


T WELL, STRICTLY ^ 
SPEAKING.. .THERE ARE 
STILL LAWS ON THE BOOKS 
ABOUT HERDING SHEEP 
K IN CENTRAL PARK! a 


LAW ENFORCEMENT, 

I FIND, DEMANDS A 
CERTAIN AMOUNT OF.. 

DISCRETIONARY 

\ FOCUS. 


r ANY LAW THAT > 
ULTIMATELY CREATES 
CRIME INSTEAD 
OF CURTAILING IT... 
ISN'T MUCH OF 
^ A STATUTE. / 


INDEED THERE'S A 
VAST DISTINCTION 
BETWEEN 

. LEGALITY... , 


OBVIOUSLY... 

YOU AGREE, 
COMMISSIONER 
WESTON? . 
















































WELL... 

IN THEORY, YES! 
I, UW...DON'T 
BELIEVE WE'VE 
MET, MR...? 


CRANSTON. 
LAMONT 
CRANSTON . 


I TAKE IT, THEN, 
'TOO ALSO DON'T 
SUPPORT THE 
VOLSTEAD ACT? 


I DON'T SUPPOSE 
ONE ENCOUNTERS SUCH 
CONCERNS WHILST ON 
l A SAFARI/ y 


Y A MOST ^ 

ILL-CONCEIVED BIT OF 
LEGISLATION. IT SEEMS TO 
HAVE DONE NOTHING MORE 
THAN BREED A WEALTHY AND 
„ POWERFUL CRIMINAL . 
k CLASS. A 


r THE WEED OF T 
CRIME..-TAKES ROOT 
EVERYWHERE, I 
L DARE SAY. A 


r WELL, 1 
AS X LIVE AND 
BREATHE... 
LAMONT 
. CRANSTON! . 
























' WE MET ON ” 
THAT CRUISE THROUGH 
THE CARIBBEAN... 

. TWO YEARS AGO, / 
L WASN'T IT? ( 


IT'S MB— 

MARGO 

LANG! 


’ YOU CERTAINLY ’ 
UVBNBD UP THAT 
TRIP...FOR ME, 

, ANYWAY! j 


T WHY... ’ 
T RECALL US 
DANCING TIL 
k DAWN! A 


' HAVE YOU BEEN ~ 
BACK IN NEW YORK LONG? 

PERHAPS WE COULD 
L GET TOGETH— 


NOW, IF YOU'LL 
EXCUSE ME... 


SAY, THAT'S 
FUNNY. HAVE 
YOU...GOTTEN 

. TULBR* , 


WELL, T. 


I REALLY CANT SAY ^Dj 

HOW LONG MY STAY Vg 
WILL BE, MISS LANE. ■ 
MY DAYS ARE Ot//f£ ■ 
FILLED BY BUSINESS A 
CONCERNS. ^ 
WITH LITTLE 
TIME FOR 
DANCING, I'M 
AFRAID. 


































THE "MB" OF TWO YEARS AGO WOULD HAVE 
CRINGED AT SUCH A PUBLIC SNUBBING... 


CHAP? 


WHAT CAN 
YOU EXPECT? SPENDS 
MOST OF HIS TIME 
OVERSEAS. 


LISTEN, TOOTS... 

I TOLD YA—WE'RE 
DONE! NOW, 
AMSCRAY! A 


HELLO, JOE. 

I KNEW YOU'D BE 
. HERE TONIGHT, j 


I’VE 1 
SOMETHING 
YOU REALLY 
NEED TO 
k HEAR... a 


I'M CERTAINLY NOT 
PROUD OF WHAT I 
ATTEMPTED THAT 
EVENING. 


~ SO...WHAT'S T 
THE RUMPUS? 
SPILL...AND MAKE 
k IT QUICK! i 


BUT THEN... 
I GAVE UP 
ON MY PRIDE 
QUITE SOME 
TIME AGO. 

















































JUST DON'T EXPECT 
ME TO FALL FOR NO SOB 
STORY. X HAD ENOUGH OF 
KEEPIN' YOU IN DIAMONDS 
k AND FURS, MARGO^i 


THAT I'M... 

PREGNANT. 


f GAL LIKE YOU... ^ 
ALL HIGH-SOCIETY 1 
LIKE...FINDS HERSELF 
IN A SITUATION 
k LIKE THIS . J 


r SHE ~ 
MIGHT JUST END UP 
DOIN' SOMETHIN’... 

. DESPERATE - . 


WHAT?! 




































































~ OW! T 
V'FANCUU 
SHE 

, BIT ME! i 


NAGHHI 

MNH...MB...GO! 


UNGH- 


PORCA 

PUTTANA! 


IN A SENSE, I GUESS I 
KNEW THAT ONE DAY IT 
MIGHT COME TO THIS. 


r CLASS ACT 
BE DAMNED...YOU 
DONE OUTSTAYED 
YER WELCOME, 
SWEETHEART! 






















BUT, OF COURSE, 
X NEVER IMAGINED 
EXACTLY...WO tV 
MUCH WORSE. 


to be continued 









WWW^ 


_ 


DYNAMITE 

IN THE NEWS - FEB. 2013 



& SS^-I 



To discuss this and more, log onto the Dynamite forums at 

WWW.DYNAMITE.COM/BOARDS 



FEATURED REVIEWS 


reason olMhis storied S5SS' 




^ P “^ be0ne01 
























A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW YEAR ONE #1 
FROM MATT WAGNER’S SCRIPT TO WILFREDO TORRES’ LINE ART 
TO BRENNAN WAGNER’S COLORS 

PAGE ONE 

1) AN ASIAN VILLAGE-in flames; A SOLITARY FIGURE frantically runs thru the 
fiery night, half-bent over and clutching a bulky object to his chest. 

CAPTION: CAMBODIA, 1929 

MAN: UNH...NHU...AGH...huff-huff 

SFX: BANG BANG-BANG BOOM 
[Distant] 

2) SUDDENLY—he stops short as someone calls his name. 

VOICE: < CHANDA! OVER HERE..! > 

[Off-panel] 

3) HE JOINS—another man who is crouching behind a HOVEL with woodpile and pig¬ 
pen. 

CHANDA: < TREN! GODS PROTECT US...IT...IT’S HORRIBLE! > 

TREN:< WHAT IS IT, CHANDA? WHAT’S HAPPENING?! > 

4) CHANDA RAISES—the object he’s holding, a Thompson machine gun. 

CHANDA: < HE’S DEAD, TREN! OUR MOST FEARSOME WARLORD.. .HE’S 

DEAD! 

< I.. .1 TOOK THIS FROM ONE OF HIS BODYGUARDS! THEY’RE ALL 
DEAD TOO! > 

TREN: <B-BUT, HOW..?! > 














































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW YEAR ONE #1 
FROM MATT WAGNER’S SCRIPT TO WILFREDO TORRES’ LINE ART 
TO BRENNAN WAGNER’S COLORS 

PAGE TWO 

1) BLUBBERING—Chanda clings to Tren’s arm. 

CHANDA: < I-IT WAS.. .LIKE THE LEGENDS! A DARK SPIRIT.. .THIRSTING 

FOR VEGEANCE! IT TORE THROUGH KAI-PANG AND HIS MEN LIKE A 
SCYTHE! 

TREN: < CALM DOWN! SURELY.. .IT IS JUST ANOTHER CLAN- > 

CHANDA: < NO! Y-YOU DIDN’T HEAR IT.. .ITS WICKED VOICE!! THROUGH 

ALL.. .THE BLOOD.. .ALL THE SCREAMING... > 

2) CHANDA’S EYES — suddenly go wide with fear...as m i rthless laughter suddenly 
echoes thru the night. 

CHANDA: <.. .IT.. .IT LAUGHED! > 

SFX: HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA! 

3) HE LEAPS—to his feet, raising the gun as Tren tugs at his shirt. 

CHANDA: NO! H-HE’S HERE! HE KNOWS!! 

TREN: < CHANDA, DON’T! 

< I-I WARNED YOU! I TOLD YOU NOT TO WORK FOR THEM! > 

4) DESPERATE—Chanda wildly fires the Tommy-gun into the night as Tren recoils 
behind him. 

CHANDA: < FOUL SPIRIT! LEAVE ME ALONE! GO BACK TO HELL... > 

SFX: BADDA-BADDA-BADDA-BADDA 









































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW YEAR ONE #1 
FROM MATT WAGNER’S SCRIPT TO WILFREDO TORRES’ LINE ART 
TO BRENNAN WAGNER’S COLORS 


PAGE THREE 

1) A SINGLE SHOT—echoes through the night, blowing Chanda’s brains out the back of 
his skull. 

SFX: BANG 

CHANDA: gkt- 

2) TREN SCREAMS—as Chanda’s lifeless body collapses beside him. 

TREN:< CHANDA! > 

SFX: FMP 

3) HE COWERS—as a dark, HOODED FIGURE steps out of the smoke and mist; it 
[Large panel] holds a .45 automatic pistol in one hand and a bloody kukri blade in the 

other. (No cloak, he wears loose black clothing with a hood—not quite a ninja.. .but 
close.) 

TREN:< YAGH! NO! P-PLEASE..! > 

FIGURE: < DO YOU KNOW.. .WHO I AM?! > 

[Black balloon, white copy] 




































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW YEAR ONE #1 
FROM MATT WAGNER’S SCRIPT TO WILFREDO TORRES’ LINE ART 
TO BRENNAN WAGNER’S COLORS 

PAGE FOUR 

1) ON HIS KNEES—head bowed and hands helplessly raised to ward off the certain death 
that now looms above him, Tren stammers out an answer. 

TREN: < Y-YOU.. .YOU ARE YING KO.. .TH-THE SHADOW OF DOOM! > 

2) SHEATHING—his knife, the figure’s face is hidden in the shadows of his hood but his 
eyes glitter with rage. 

FIGURE: < THE SHADOW OF JUDGMENT! 

< WHO WAS THIS MAN TO YOU? > 

3) TREN GLANCES—at Chana’s dead, staring face, crowned by a pool of blood. 

TREN: < M-MY COUSIN. HE.. .HE WAS A GOOD BOY.. .BUT A WEAK AND RECK¬ 
LESS MAN. 

< ALWAYS TOO IMPRESSED BY THE WRONG KIND OF PEOPLE.. .CHAS¬ 
ING AFTER MONEY AND VICE. > 

4) THE FIGURE—pulls the glove off his left hand; a gem glints from his ring finger. 

FIGURE: < CRIME IS A TOXIC WEED.. .ITS BITTER FRUIT YIELDS ONLY 

SORROW AND DEATH. > 

< YOUR HONESTY SERVES YOU WELL. BUT NOW.. .1 HAVE NEED OF YOUR 
UNTAINTED MEMORIES.. > 











































